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Not in this issue: 


Cherba Indicted for Plagiarism 


Professor Rosenbury is the 
coolest professor ever for 
letting us get away with last 
month’s issue. 

ILs were promised sex with 
unlimited number of virgins 
at Halloween party; ticket 
scalping was a foreseeable 
consequence. 

Sport Shooting Society mis¬ 
hap: 127 dead, Tom Clark 
wounded. 

Ass-sniffing ball-Uckers re¬ 
turn to happy hours, bring 
their dogs, too. 

Bill Dorothy not really a 
lawyer, never passed bar, 
just watched lots of LA Law. 

SBA President is a member 
of the Ying Yang twins; 
shakes it like a salt shaker. 

Evil warlord Ganon steals 
Kuhns’ hearsay triforce, 
absconds with it to Hyrule. 

Students compete to see who 
can wear bitchinest trucker 
hat ever. 

Wings on'v ‘hot” feature of 
Halloween party. 

Becker denies involvement 
in, existence of adjunct fac¬ 
ulty hazing rituals. 

Adjunct Professor Kelly 
Moore waiting for chest hair 
to grow back. 

ACS screens Wal-Mart docu¬ 
mentary; tells Federalist 
Society ‘You Got Served.” 

Dean Syverud uses up all 
his sick days, calls in dead. 



Devil's Advocate Editor-in- 
Chief Mike “The Cherbinator” 
Cherba cries like a little girl 
with a skinned knee at his 
hearing before the WULAW 
Honor Council on charges of 
plagiarism. 


The Washington Univer¬ 
sity Honor Council has 
decided to press charges 
against Mike Cherba, the 
Editor-in-Chief of the 
Devils Advocate. 

The charges stem from an 
article published in last 
month’s issue, written by 
Cherba, in which SBA 
President Beverly Yang 
was accused of money 
laundering. 

The scandal turned out to 
be false, and the article 
was found to be a near 
word-for-word copy of a 
CNN article about the 
indictment of Congress¬ 
man and noted racist, 
bigot, and asshole Tom 
DeLay. 


In a show of extreme lazi¬ 
ness, Cherba merely re¬ 
placed key names from 
the original article with 
names of WULAW stu¬ 
dents. 

In his own defense, 
Cherba said that, “People 
don’t know how hard it is 
to manufacture a scandal 
a month. I don’t know 
how FOX News does it.” 
He continued, “Editoring 
is tough. I’m out of mate¬ 
rial after 3 months.” 

Some students defended 
the handsome and sexy 
2L. All the way from 
Northwestern Law 
School, former WULAW 
student Dave Rontal 
opined, “I heard Tom 
Clark submitted five arti¬ 
cles in the last issue. 
Cherba’s just a man; he 
can’t make humor out of 
shit.” Rontal also noted, 
“TC has big ass tatties.” 

On the other hand, several 
students have decried 
Cherba’s arrogance and bla¬ 
tant repeat victims, despite 
his underlying sex appeal. 

“Another article about 
Bev Yang?” muttered 1L 
Seth Heller as he read 
the third issue. “I mean 
I’m on SBA, and I’ve 
never even seen her. 

Why is this damn rag 
obsessed with her? It 
makes me think some¬ 


one’s got a crush....” 

Other groups have voiced 
stronger opinions about 
what was printed about 
them in the DeviVs Advo¬ 
cate. 

Sources close to the Pub¬ 
lic Interest Law Speakers 
Series have expressed 
dismay at repeatedly be¬ 
ing skewered in the fake 
news. 

Christian Law Society 
President Melanie Ed¬ 
wards commented, “I’m so 
Goddamn sick of being 
the brunt of those ass¬ 
holes’ wannabe-funny 
articles. I’ll be damned if 
Cherba’s going to get any 
pizza at our end of the 
semester party. Y’know 
what I say: fuck ‘em all!” 
Jessica Stoney added an 
emphatic, ‘Yeah!” 

Against all common 
sense, Cherba felt obliged 
to explain his send-ups of 
CLS: “How can this piss 
them off so bad? I don’t 
even believe in Jebus!” 

The articles about CLS 
may be part of a very 
misguided effort to reach 
out to a powerful law stu¬ 
dent constituency that 
could decide the next elec¬ 
tion for SBA President, 
w r hich Cherba is widely 
rumored to be considering 
entering. 
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Devil’s Advocate 
Calls out Quarterly 

Hey Quarterly: 

We challenge you to a game of 
Capture the Flag for the title of 
Washington University School 
of Law’s most prestigious publi¬ 
cation. 

This is serious. Don’t believe 
anything else printed in this 
paper except this. 

Really, we mean it. 

We propose to play on campus 
at midnight after holiday 
break. Anything goes. 

If you refuse to answer our 
challenge, we reserve the right 
to make fun of you ad infini¬ 
tum. 

Come get a taste. 


Kuhns E-Vites Students to Class 


Frustrated by dismal 
attendance in both sec¬ 
tions of his Evidence 
course, Professor Rich¬ 
ard Kuhns is turning to 
novel methods to in¬ 
crease turnout. His 
most recent attempt: 
Sending individualized 
“E-Vites” 

“It isn’t just hearsay: 
Evidence class is AWE¬ 
SOME!,” read one re¬ 
cent invitation. Al¬ 
though most students 
did electronically RSVP, 
nearly 70% of the re¬ 
sponses came back in 
the negative. 

“U suck, Dick,” read one 
post. “Stop just reading 
from the book for an 
hour,” said another, 


adding, “and would it 
kill you to invest in 
some dress slacks?” 

One yellow “Maybe” 
post inquired, “How 
many kegs?” 

Due to the scant atten¬ 
dance, Kuhns has also 
been forced to alter his 
seating chart. The new 
chart once again accu¬ 
rately depicts where 
each student is during 
class hour. 

Nick Rogers and Evan 
Williams, for instance, 
are pictured on the 
lower left of the chart, 
sleeping in their Loop 
and Central West End 
apartments, respec¬ 
tively. 


Matt Nagel is depicted 
in his underwear with a 
Playstation 2 controller. 

No more than 12 stu¬ 
dents from each section 
are pictured as being in 
their assigned seats 
within the actual class¬ 
room. 

“It’s been helpful,” re¬ 
ported Kuhns on his 
new chart. “Whereas 
before I might call on an 
Mary Kate Stickel and 
be embarrassed that she 
and everyone on her row 
was absent, now I can 
consult my chart and 
see that she is in the 
library, reading the 
chapter herself rather 
than hear me confuse 
things for everyone.” 


Third Couch from the Left Gossip Corner 


It is my pleasure to introduce my¬ 
self. My name is 3 rd Couch From 
The Left, and I am your new gossip 
queen here at the law school. I re¬ 
side in the W.L. Hadley Griffin Stu¬ 
dent Commons, and you have no 
idea the shit I hear (or smell) on a 
daily basis. Until now. Look for my 
column in all future issues of the 
Devil’s Advocate. 

Greg Wislocki is sticking it to “The 
Man”. Rumors are abound that Mr. 
Wislocki can be seen in class with 
no books, notes, laptop, writing 
utensil, 1700’s era personal chalk¬ 
board, or otherwise. To add insult 
to injury, he leans back in his chair, 
with his hands behind his head, and 
pretends to not pay attention. 
Hopefully for Mr. Wislocki, his ef¬ 
fort will be as successful as his cam¬ 


paign to write on to the law review. 

Second year law student Tom Clark, 
staff editor for the Global Studies 
Law Review ate so much stolen 
candy from the Journal of Law & 
Policy office, that he shit himself. 
The Global office had been empty of 
food for quite some time, so Mr. 
Clark swiped into their office to 
“make copies.” The paper he used to 
clean up the feces has reportedly 
been chosen by the Executive Board 
for publication in the next issue. 

Matt Harris is now a 7 out of 10 on 
the hot scale. Mr. Harris has re¬ 
cently upgraded the carat size and 
clarity of the diamond earring he 
wears in his left ear. (The other one 
means that.) I recently heard him 
complaining that his hairstylist put 


too many highlights in his hair, and 
he felt it was distracting. The ear¬ 
ring helps draw the eye away from 
his hair, and instead to his re¬ 
markably small earlobes. Mr. Har¬ 
ris is all about the balanced look. 

An intervention by friends was or¬ 
ganized to help beloved student Joe 
Shumow. Concerned friends went 
to Mr. Shumow, because they felt 
that his relationship with his dog 
Wheezer, had recently become ques¬ 
tionable. Mr. Shumow had been 
spending quite a large amount of 
time with Wheezer, running in the 
park together, going to the movies, 
and sharing ice cream cones. The 
rumors involving events behind 
closed doors cannot be corroborated, 
so will not be discussed here. Mr. 
Shumow’s friends forced him into a 
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What the Fuck is up with the Old People? 


You’ve seen them. The aged man 
and woman who traverse the hall¬ 
ways, sit in our commons, and eat 
the free food at every single event 
that has it. But what the fuck is up 
with them? We’ve compiled the top 
five theories on Mr. & Mrs. Older 
than Topsoil. 

1 - Mr. Old Guy is a 1914 alum who 
was on his deathbed when former 
Dean Ellis flew to the hospital and 
asked him to donate his estate to 
the school. Mr. Old Guy then made 
a miraculous recovery, and Ellis 
refused to give the money back. 

The settlement of the ensuing law¬ 
suit requires the school to allow 
them to come and go as they please. 

2 - Mr. & Mrs. Old Guy were ILs 
four short years ago. They look the 
way they do now because they were 
chosen by Dean of Students Janet 
Bohn as her supply of virgin blood. 
Dean Bolin is forced to drink the 
blood of virgins to keep her youthful 
look and wide smiling attitude. 


The executive branch of the Na¬ 
tional Association of Legal Place¬ 
ment levied sanctions against WU- 
1 AW 2L John Maksymonko after 
he failed to accept or deny an offer 
of a hand job by the October 18th 
deadline. 

A comely female interviewer from 
the firm of Michael & Hunt was 
impressed with his credentials, yet 
unable to extend an offer of employ¬ 
ment at this tune. 

She notified Maksymonko by certi¬ 
fied mail that she would be willing 
to stroke him lefty in the super¬ 
seded volumes room on the first 
floor of the library. 


3 - Everyone is afraid that they 
have rabies. No one will go closer 
than five feet to talk to them. 

4 - Our intellectual property clinic 
represented Mrs. Holy Shit She’s 
Old in a suit against James Cam¬ 
eron, the writer for the movie Ti¬ 
tanic. Mrs. My God She’s Old 
claimed that she is the actual survi¬ 
vor of the Titanic ship that sunk in 
1912, and she was the one who 
threw the diamond overboard. She 
also claimed to have given direc¬ 
tions to the diamond for use in Brit¬ 
ney Spears’ video for the song 
“Oops, I did it again.” Our clinic 
lost miserably in court and we felt 
so guilty that we allow her and Fa¬ 
ther Time to use the law school as a 
social club. 

5 - Mr. and Mrs. Walking Dead are 
really big fans of Harry Potter and 
decided to haunt the law school like 
their favorite character Nearly 
Headless Nick. 


The soft-spoken and impressively 
well-hung Maksymonko put forth 
several affirmative defenses, “I 
could use one as much as the next 
guy, but with looking for a real job, 
moot court briefs, and partying my 
ass off after Pujols’s ninth inning 
blast in game 5 of the NLCS, it just 
slipped my mind.” 

CSO head Tomea Mayer noted, 
“This is completely unprofessional. 
Its like he didn’t pay attention to 
any of the programs or emails 
forced upon everyone during the 1L 
year.” 

While it is unclear what the exact 
consequences will be, you can bet 
they will be pretty stiff. 


Sports Corner 

Fuck Notre Dame 


# i i 



Response from Great¬ 
est Class Ever to 2Ls: 


We the 1L class have noticed a dis¬ 
turbing trend lately at our parties. 
No, we are not referring to Adam 
Katz’s nipples showing through his 
shirt when girls touch him. 

And we aren't talking about that 
geeky 3L who has been carrying his 
jacket front-side to cover his junk 
while doing the “boner-walk,” either. 

What really gets our goat are sev¬ 
eral random and obviously horny 2L 
girls who insist on hanging out at 
our parties, and hitting on our men 
to no avail. (Ross Blankenship does¬ 
n’t count. You're not the only who 
has fallen for the following gem: 

“I’ve never been with a girl like you 
before.”). 

It’s shadier than 2L guys hitting on 
our women - dodgy but nonetheless 
expected. 

But 2L ladies in heat? That's just 
sad. 

Oh, and for those who can’t handle a 
little 1L social interaction between 
the book stacks, two words: reading 
room. 

We may be library talkers, but we’re 
not crazy 1L stalkers. And at least 
we know how to satisfy women. 

Peace out, bitches. 


Student Sanctioned for Neglecting to Act 
on Offer of Hand Job in Timely Manner 
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Top 10 Myths Admissions Told 
You when You Applied 

10. Kent Syverud looks much better in person. 

9. “We are a national institution.’’/ “We place 
students nationally.” 

8. “No one at this school rips pages out of books 
in the library.” 

7. We have one of the top Career Service Offices 
in the country. 

6. Wilson has never masturbated in the halls. 

5. Professor Norwood is not crazy. 

4. St. Louis is a very livable city. 

3. Professor’ Dorothy is a published academic. 

2. Nobody goes hungry at Wash U. 

1. Sasha Polonsky is a typical Wash U student. 


Law School Word Search 


depression 

prozac 

sadness 

breakdown 

electroshock 

psychiatrist 

schizophrenic 

valium 

therapy 

OCD 

stress 

mood swings 
insomnia 
paranoia 
bi polar 
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Professor Flustered 


Sour Grapes & Ham, by Bames Jeal 


In Tuesday’s afternoon Evidence class, 
Professor Richard Kuhns noticed a dis¬ 
tinct increase in questions asked by 
students, questions answered by stu¬ 
dents, and eye contact with students. 

The culprit was clear: the wireless 
internet must have been down again. 


I do not like you if life’s not hard, 

Because you pay with daddy’s credit card. 

I do not like you if you think: school’s fun, 
Because someone else pays for your education. 
I do not like you if you drive away, 


“That kid in the second row wasn’t 
smiling like a dumbass at his computer 
screen. That pretty much tipped me off 
that something strange was up in Evi¬ 
dence class,” Kuhns admitted. 

Clearly flustered by the marked in¬ 
crease in participation and attention to 
his lecture, Kuhns was unable to articu¬ 
late the lackluster Business Records 
Exception to the Hearsay Rule. 

Students adapted quickly and after fif¬ 
teen minutes disengaged by playing 
Spider Solitaire, leaving class, and 
writing this article. 


In a car not made in the US of A. 

I do not like you if you ski, 

You should change your name to Chip or Biffv. 
If you’re a professor you shouldn’t suggest, 

Which law journal might be the best. 

If you’re a woman, don’t enlist, 

Stay home, wash my dish(es). 

I will not make use my law r degree, 

For any purpose other than me. 


I do not like you if you’re not me. 
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WULAW Shout-Outs: Praise and Putdowns for Friends & Frenemies 

To every female in the law school, this is a public service announcement: Andrew Raby is now single. Please 
take a number. 

To the jerk(s) in the 1L class: way to sabotage the research log and introduce The Paper Chase to WULAW! 

To the tallest guy in law school: I’m considering letting you bone me. Were all the same height laying down. 

To Professor Rosenbury: thank you for including the phrases “lets talk about sex” and “girl on girl action” in 
your debate earlier this week. 

To the LLMs at the Halloween party: you renew my faith in our kindred spirit - booze. Party on. 

To everyone on a law review: stop whining. You CHOSE to do the writing competition (except GW, but maybe 
he had the right idea last May). Get over it!!! 

To RB: congratulations on being crowned the world’s sketchiest law student before the end of your first semes¬ 
ter. Good job. 

To Law Students Pro-Life: thanks for fighting to keep women in their place: barefoot and pregnant! 

To Mr. Saucer Nipples: put on a T-shirt for God’s sake! If I wanted to look at malformed areolas, I would look at 
that girl with the cone-shaped breasts that point in opposite directions. 

To this year’s transfers: congrats on being cooler and less stuck up than last year’s transfers. And thanks to 
Tracy, better looking. 

To B-Weezy, the library tiny dancer: studying on the first floor would be unbearable but for your pirouettes and 
loudly eating an entire rotisserie chicken (including the bones). Thank You. 

To JH I did not know what pretentious was until I met you. Like, can you believe that Louis Vuitton is opening 
a store in Saint Louis soon? I am DYING to spend $3,000 on a piece of “treated” canvas with little letters all 
over it. And noooooooo my wardrobe does not have nearly enough Lily Pulitzer in it! If Dolce and Gabana 
made a designer douche bag, I bet you would use it. 

To AK (not the dude): Please continue to wear sexy stuff to school during finals. Furthermore, with God as my 
witness, if you get drunk at that end of the year party, I will ride you like Seattle Slew. 

To everyone who has gone through a breakup this year: you are better off without the fiance whose family you 
disliked anyway, the one minute man who never cuddled, or your clingy college sweetheart. Consider your¬ 
self lucky Still wallowing? If you have not adopted the 2L method of drowning your sorrow in booze, try 
the 3L method of not giving a fuck or the 1L method of hooking up with a classmate. 

To KM: you always look like you are about to do something mischievous. Like set a fire. Or bone in the eleva¬ 
tor. If you elect to do the latter, please find me. 

To Professor Kuhns: I smoke weed too, but be discrete about that shit, man. 

To BS: thanks for best notes ever all semester. If I pass I’ll make it my mission to introduce you to as many mar¬ 
ginally attractive women as I can find. 

To the 1L who had to get instructions at the Halloween party on how to give a blow job: seriously? I thought 
WULAW screened people like you. On second thought, grab a banana and meet me in the 3rd floor bath¬ 
room - the 2L class is concerned you will fail to meet your degree requirements and be ill prepared to work 
your way up the corporate ladder. 

To everyone in the bottom 80% of the 2L class: sucks to be you! I bet you feel stupid for pouring tens of thou¬ 
sands of dollars into your education so that you can work as a public defender in rural Missouri. 

To the other writers in the DA: way to keep it anonymous! Great job, Cherba! 
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WULAW Students Join Prestigious Order of the Queef 


This age-old organization, 
the Order of the Queef, 
has approved the founding 
of the new Zeta chapter at 
Washington University 
School of Law on Novem¬ 
ber 23, 2005. 

Founded in 1956, the Or¬ 
der of the Queef s tradi¬ 
tion is as proud as its heri¬ 
tage. Member require¬ 
ments are stringent. 
Members cannot be in the 
top ten percent of their 
class or be members of the 
French club. 

The first chapter was es¬ 
tablished at Thomas Coo¬ 
ley Law School in Lans¬ 
ing, Michigan and the 
movement spread quickly. 
Saint Louis University 
started a Queef chapter in 
1973, and Southern Illi¬ 
nois University Queefed 


in 1986. 

Future Queef er, Pat Cur¬ 
tis, stated, “Jeez reporter 
man, I know everyone else 
is joining for the prestige, 
the tradition and, of 
course, the women, but I 
really just need a resume 
builder.” 

“I had to travel all the way 
to Flint, Michigan to 
Queef,” recalls Tammy 
King, speaking about a 
past era before Washing¬ 
ton University hosted a 
chapter. She continued, 
“All members of CSO 
have, in fact, Queef ed.” 
She continued some more, 
“The thing is, Queef ing is 
resume GOLD!” 

If there is still any doubt, 
King noted that next 
years Spencer Fane sum¬ 


mer associate class in¬ 
cludes several Queefers. 

Despite the tremendous 
prestige associated with 
this group, Dan Freeh la¬ 
mented that he cannot 
Queef because “I’m in the 
top ten percent of my 
class.” 

Ben Norris offered a quix¬ 
otic reason why he isn't 
joining, “Hey Folks, it 
sounds dumb.” By not 
joining, Ben will sadly 
cause a break in tradition. 
His mother and grand¬ 
mother both Queef ed in 
law school. 

Supreme Court Justices 
Abe Fortas and Clarence 
Thomas are both Quee- 
fers. Other notable Quee- 
fers include Jack Brown, 
managing partner of the 


Traffic Law Center; Bill 
Mathis, South Dakota 
Public Defender; Trent 
Smith, legal counsel for 
Yoga Booty Ballet, Inc.; 
Judge Judy, TV hack; and 
Michael Jackson, child 
molester. 

In only a fortnight, WU¬ 
LAW students will gather 
at the national headquar¬ 
ters in Quincy, Illinois to 
share in the rights, privi¬ 
leges and, no doubt, re¬ 
sponsibilities, of Queef- 
dom. 

One can only wonder 
whether there will be a 
dry eye in the house when 
the Most Ineffable Krunk- 
tastic Potentate Grand 
Chief Lif Jon (JD 77), 
speaks those hallowed 
words to the newest initi¬ 
ates, “I don thee, Knight, 


Would you like to be a Devil too? Email your submission to mrcherba@wulaw.wustl.edu. 


Halloween Party Hookups: 
The Matching Game 

Guess which hookups may or may not have 
happened. Remember, gender is not a bar¬ 
rier! Just ask Mugatu! 


Desperate For Action, 2L Wears Large 
Plastic Breasts to Halloween Party 

What happens when you add alcohol to socially awkward law 
students? Lots of hooking up. Thanks to the annual Hallow¬ 
een Party WULAW students played out their darkest sexual 
fantasies in front of 450 of their closest friends. 


1. Napoleon Dyna¬ 
mite #'s 1-3 

2. Burger King 

3. Oompa Loompa #2 

4. Captain Planet 

5. Nondescript girl in 
a slutty dress 

6. Kevin Federline 

7. Devil Girl 


A. Eve 

B. Wolverine 

C. Cleopatra 

D. Britney (the Dis¬ 
ney years) 

E. Pregnant Britney 

F. God (trick ques¬ 
tion, Ditka is god) 

G. Oompa Loompa #4 


One noteworthy costume included a group of attractive 
women dressed up as alcoholic drinks. We at the DA can’t 
think of a better combination. One masquerader dressed up 
as a drink allegedly called “Buttery Nipple,” in an effort to 
showcase her large plastic breasts to the excitable and de¬ 
prived male law students in attendance. 

Buttery Nipple accompanied the more well-known drinks 
Margarita, Irish Carbomb, and Southern Comfort. 2L Peter 
Moore allegedly joined the group as a Red-Headed Slut. 

(It should also be noted that Buttery Nipple was successful in 
snagging an affection-hungry male law student dressed up as 
a disheveled Viking. Congratulations, Buttery Nipple!) 
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